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MAYBE I'D BETTER 50CTA STRIKE UP A ^Hj| 
CONVERSATION WITH THIS HOMBCE! JHH 
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But what ,WTf!=s T rD m£ most was Trip -sold' 
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PEOPLE FOUND OUT ABOUT THOSE NUGGETS "1 
SOME-HOWi STBANGEGS TSlED TO SUV J 
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C'MON AND JOIN US. FLINT 1 WE WERE JUST\ 
HANKEEIN' FOR A T- PONE STEAK AT THE 
EATIN' HOUSE ACEOSS TH' STREET' "' 
BE BACK SOON AS I SEE 'F THAT VARMlNTf 
"ID ANV MISCHIEF IN Mv OFP'CE ' 




NAW! NOTHIN'MUCH 
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I WAS JUST TELLING AUTRV, THERE S IDO MUCH 
VIOLENCE AROUND QUABTZ CITV LATELY 
TO SUIT ME' MAVBE YOU COULD USE SOME, 
"~ "IV RANCH HANDS AS DEPUTIES' 




I'D SURE LIKE TO SHOW VOU MV EANCH, AUTBV 1 K 
WHV DON'T ALL THREE OF VOU COME OUT FOB _^H 
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WHEN I 60 0VEB THE MACKS WITH INK, A MAP 
APPEADS, OBVIOUSLY BOTTOMLESS B»VEB NEAJJ 
WOLF FANG POCKS! IT'S OM BAPL<WS ^ 

"*X dOTTA HAND IT TO W, 

THAT'S USIM' V0UB HEAP, BUT 
IT STILL DON'T TELL US 
WHEBE THE GOLP IS! I'VE 
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WHAT'S THE BUSH AUTCV ? I WAS JUST THAT'S JUST IT/ NOBODY WAS SUPPOSED 

GETTiN' ££ADY TO CALL OUT' GOOD GOSH' A SEE THAT SHOOTIN ' I DON'T SAVVY' 
J D'PN T KWOW RINT SNEED COULD ^APECWN WE'D BETTED KJO T SAY ANYTHING 
HANDLE A SIX-GUN LIKE THAT/^- i g^^^^^^^^__-_-^. ABOUT IT JUST YET 




Aawlbss is a boush customer, autcvi HE'S^ 

1 HALF KILLED SEVERAL OF MV WEN WITH HIS 
FISTS,' WATCH OUT FOP HIM 1 




COIN' TO SEMD SOME TELEGRAMS' I'M 
.uSiOuS ABOUT A WAN WHO SAvS HE NEVE£ 
:ABpieS a GuN'— But Packs A H.DDEN Onf 

'.HtTQTS SET^EI? than ANV MAN I VE / 
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.ND AS FOR VOU - A MAN WOULDNT LIVE 
I TO TELL HE FELL FIVE HUNDRED FEET , 
I ONTO THEM RJOCKS AT TH ' BOTTOM 
V^OF THAT CLIFF, WOULD HE, BARLOW? 
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The door closed behind the guard. 
Moce Dillon and the warden were alone 
in the office. For several moments, 
there was no sound except the tick- 
tock of the wol! clock and the buzzing 
af a bluebottle fly against one of the 
windows. 

Finally, the warden spoke. "In a few 
minutes, Dillon, you'll walk out of this 
prison ond be o free man again. I wish 
I could be sure you'd also be a GOOD 
man but — " 

"Stow the preachin'. Warden," inter- 
rupted Mace "Or does that go with the 
cash an' the suit o' clothes the territory 
gives me ? " 

The warden shook his head. "No. 
I'm forced, under the low, to give you 
those My remarks are purely volun- 
tary." 

"Then you might as well save yore 
breath." 

"I will," said the warden, "after I say 
one more thing In all my years as 
warden of this prison, I've never been 
so reluctant to turn a man loose." 

A sneer curled Mace's thin cruel lips. 
"You couldn't o' said nothin' nicer, 
Warden. I've been a mite worried I'd 
gotten soft these past five years." 

The warden reached out to tap the 
little bell on the desk, but held his 
finger p oised above it as he said, 
"You'd BETTER get soft, Dillon, where 
Ira Gridley's concerned. If anything 
happens to him — " 

"It's sure as blazes goin' to!" Mace's 
voice was thick with hate. 

"Then I reckon I'll be seeing you 
again," said the warden, "to hang you." 



Mace laughed. But there was no 
mirth in the sound. Only the bitterness 
of a man who lives outside the law and 
hates all those who live within it 

The warden let his finger top the 
bell. Almost immediotely, the office 
door opened to admit the guard 

The warden shoved five silver dollars 
ocross the desk. "There's your cash, 
Dillon. Get going!" 

Mace scooped up the coins and 
jingled them in his hand o moment, be- 
fore sliding them into his pocket Then 
he looked squarely into the warden's 
face. "You'll never hang me for Ira 
Gridley's killin, Warden, because when 
that ornery polecat gets his, I 'm gonna 
hove an alibi NOBODY can break " 

Two months loter, Mace was sitting 
on the steps of o cabin halfway up the 
west side of rugged, narrow Shirt-tail 
Canyon. He was wearing a bright red 
shirt and cleaning his six-gun Every 
morning for the past four weeks, from 
sunup to noon, he had sat on these 
steps — in plain view of the cabin di- 
rectly across the ravine Right where 
the old woman who lived clone in that 
cabin could see him AND his red shirt 
He did. not know the old woman, not 
even her name. Nor did he know what 
she looked like. The conyon walls were 
a good six hundred feet opart at this 
point, too far to distinguish anybody's 
features. A bright red shirt was differ- 
ent. In the clear mountain air, it could 
be seen for a good quarter of a mile. 
She could not fail to note his presence 
there, and it being such a lonely spot, 
she would undoubtedly look to see if he 



was there each day. 

He glanced across at the other cabin. 
As usual, the old woman was on the 
porch. He guessed she was sitting in a 
rocking-chair because, now and then, 
there was movement to her figure. He 
guessed, too, that- she knitted while she 
rocked. The tiny flashes of light he 
sometimes saw were the kind of flash 
steel knitting needles would make if 
the sun caught them. 

The sun was riding the top of the sky 
now. 'Mace loaded the six-gun and hol- 
stered it. His alibi was perfect. Tomor- 
row morning, Ira Gridley — the man 
who had sent him to prison — would die! 

The morning dawned cool and clear. 
Mace ate a hurried breakfast and then 
went to the small barn in back of his 
cabin. As he saddled his horse, he was 
thinking. It would take him a half-hour 
to ride to the rim overlooking the trail 
that Gridley traveled each week end 
from town to be with his family. By rid- 
ing over the back trail to the rim, he 
would not likely meet anyone . . . With 
his rifle ready in its sheath at the right 
side of his saddle, he mounted his horse 
and set off. 

When Sheriff Reed and his two dep- 
uties dismounted in front of the cabin 
the next noon. Mace walked out to 
meet them. 

"Howdy, fellas," he grinned. "I 
heard yore hosses com in' up the trail so 
I put a pot o' coffee on the fire. It'll be 
ready for drinkin' in a couple minutes." 

"We don't want coffee, Dillon," said 
the sheriff. "We want you — for mur- 
der!" 

Mace's grin faded a 'ittle. "What're 
you talkin' about?" 

"Ira Gridley was gunned down this 
mornin'! We're sure you did it." 

'This mornin?" Mace let his grin 
come back in full force. "I wasn't offa 
these porch steps this mornin'. Sheriff. 
Fact is, I've been sittin' here every day 
from sunup to noon since I come here 
to live. Seems like I can't get enough 
surj after bein' shut away from it for 
five years." 

Sheriff Reed's face was stern. "It's 
no use, Dillon. We've got you dead to 



rights. We've got a witness who saw 
you runnin' away from the scene o' the 
crime — right after the shot!" 

"That's loco \" cried Mace, beginning 
to feel a bit uneasy "I can PROVE I 
wos here' The old woman who lives in 
that cabin over there — " he pointed 
across the canyon — "will bear me out- 
She MUSTA seen me sittin' here in this 
red shirt." 

The sheriff smiled, somewhat grimly 
"What did you do, Dillon? Rig up a 
dummy in a red shirt to sit out here 
while you were off killin Gridley?" 

Mace lowered his eyes so the sheriff 
would not see the fear in them. That 
was exactly what he had done. He had 
planned it since the day he had come 
to live in this cabin and noticed the old 
woman across the way. He looked back 
at the sheriff. "You're barkin' up the 
wrong tree, Sheriff. That old woman — " 

"Her name's Annie Jenkins," the 
sheriff interrupted, "an' she can't help 
you, Dillon." He moved forward, a pair 
of handcuffs dangling from his hand 

"Why not?" Mace yelled. "She saw 
me — " ' 

"Unh-unh," said the sheriff. "She 
didn't. You see, Dillon, Annie's goiri' 
blind. She can't see a durned thing 
more'n five feet away!" 
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SHAME UPON VOU,PADCES! 
ALL TH.E BiCHES OF NEW SPAIN 
BELONG TO OUR MOST SEACi" 
KINS' WM.EEE DID VOLl PI " 
THAT SOLD? 

(SO BE IT! COME, 





•'BUT w«EN THeV SOT NEAE TM' ROCKV 




*aAVlN' NO CHOICE, TM' SPANIARDS 
WENT ©ACK DOWN TM ' MOUNTAIN 
VJOT KNOVViN' ONE O' CWEETWAM'S 
BRAVES WAS COLLOWIN' 'EM ' 



"MUECVIN' BACK TO CHEETwAM.TH' 
BEAVE EEPEATED WH4T TH ' 
CAPTAIN WAD SAiD .'' 
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SO CHEETWA-i BEL. EVES 
UE fS SBEATEE THAN 
SPAIN! IW!lLB8'-MG''N 
AN AEMV i\^ CONQUER 

"HESE SAVASES! 






'AN' SO TH' LESEND <50ES, CALLED ON 
TH' INJUN SPlEiT WORLD FOB HELP 
AGAiNST TH' ENEMV." 




WAL , CWEETWAH WAS A SEAL 
CWliP, JANEV! AN' I'VE SEEN 1 
THAT PEAK, MYSELF? AN' T ■ 
GIVE 0DD5 T(J' GOLD AN' 
'ILVEE'S STILL Up THERE'. 




BUT, FOG ALL O' ME, THERE IT'S , 
GONNA STAv 1 ! I AiN'T EXACTLV 
SUPERSTITIOUS, SUT I DON'T 
BELIEVE IN TAKir" 
CHANCES ' 




